Tape #65 

Sue Watson Autobiography part 2 continued from tape #50 

After he had a leisurely breakfast and a lot of coffee and hot biscuits and lots of meat and a nice lunch to 
take with him, he went out and got on his horse and a pack horse was all packed up and ready to go and 
he said to my dad, "Do you know who I am?" and Dad said, "Well, I suppose you're John Jones", or 
whatever name he'd given when rode in, most of them gave fictitious names. He said, "I'm Butch 
Cassidy." And with that, he put spurs to his horse and away he went and that was the last we ever saw of 
him, and the only time, as far as we could remember, that he was in Island Park. But he was a very nice 
guest, a very pleasant guest and we liked him. 

It was quite common for three or four.. .for some young man to ride in and ask for a job. We could always 
use an extra hand, it seemed, we think that a lot of those young men who came in and asked for a job 
were really outlaws and this was what happened. When old Billy Preece and my dad got together and 
compared notes, these men that would come over to our place and stay a few days or maybe a month and 
maybe even longer if it they wanted to, they were really running away from Brown's Park. The pattern of 
the thing was that they were young fellows and they were wild to have a good time once in a while and 
they'd come over to Vernal from Brown's Park to have a good time. The first thing they'd do would be to 
go to the saloon and get pretty well oiled up. Then the next thing, they would probably get into trouble 
and get into an argument with somebody and the first thing they'd know, the sheriff would be called and 
so on and they would go out and get on their horses and go hell for leather out of town as fast as they 
could. If they went straight to Brown's Park they were very likely to get apprehended somewhere along 
the way. They found out after a while that if they turned off some trail, not very far from Vernal, after 
they got up in the hills, that especially if they could find a rocky place to get off so they couldn't track 
them so easily, that they stood a lot better chance of getting back to Brown's Park without being hauled 
into court in Vernal. They found out after a while that they could come over to Island Park. When they 
knew the sheriff was after them, if they could get a place to get off the trail where the sheriff couldn't 
track them like a stream of water or a rocky place or something of that sort, they could off the trail and 
they could come over to Island Park and ask for a job and stay three or four days or a week or something 
like that, and then say they had better move on. Of course, there's nothing Dad could do about it, if they 
wanted to go on, he couldn't keep them unless they wanted to stay. But when he found out what they 
were up to, they would stay at our place long enough for the sheriff to get over to Brown's Park and look 
around for them and not be able to find them and then he would go back to Vernal. That took about four 
of five days or something like that. So if they could come and stay at Island Park that long, then they 



could leave Island Park in comparative safety and get back to Brown's Park after the sheriff had been 
there and looked for them and then gone back to Vernal. We may have met a lot of the outlaws through 
that funny business that they put up to keep from getting thrown in jail in Vernal. 

Last summer Mrs. Thacker whose husband was manager of the rodeo, invited a lot of people, that is a lot 
of people that she thought might like to come. She had written and told them that they could come and 
stay at her house. She didn't think very many of them would come. Very much to her surprise, she had 
more people than she expected. So there was an old man and his wife and their son who was about 35 or 
40 years old. She said, "Well, could you take care of them?" I said yes I could because I had a double 
bed in one room and a single bed in another and that would be perfectly all right for her to bring them 
over. They came over and the first morning, the lady got up, the man's wife got up and got breakfast. 
Then the next morning I got up and got breakfast. The morning that I got up and got breakfast, we had 
coffee and toast and fruit and that sort of thing, maybe some eggs I don't remember. Well, the next 
morning this father, the old man, said, "Tomorrow morning I'll get breakfast." So I got up and his wife 
slept in that morning, and his son slept in and I was the only one that was up to have breakfast with this 
old man. So he got to yarning with me. He said that one time he was out with one of the outlaws and 
they saw a man approaching from quite a distance away and when they got close enough to him so they 
could really see his features, he was a man that had told the sheriff in Vernal something that they didn't 
want the sheriff to know. So he said this guy got down his lasso right quick and he whirled it around his 
head and he lit out after this man. The man turned as soon as he saw who it was and just went as fast as 
he could go. But this guy caught up with him and he dropped the loop around his shoulders and yanked 
him off the horse. There was a big cottonwood tree down in the gulch and there was a rock projecting out 
about half way up the tree. So he put a blindfold on this fellow and he tied his hands behind his back and 
did I tell you this story before? He put a blindfold on this fellow and he tied his hands behind his back 
and he stood him up on this rock, and oh yes, he tied his feet together so he couldn't do anything but just 
shuffle around a little bit. Then he put the rope up over a limb on the tree then he put it around this guy's 
neck and went off and left him there. He said to this kid, "Look, if that man stumbles around and falls off 
that rock he's gonna break his neck isn't he?" And the kid said yes he would. Well, he said, "I'll tell you, 
you remember if anyone asks you if I killed this fellow, you tell them no I didn't, the man committed 
suicide because it would be suicide for him to step off that rock." They rode off and left him there and I 
think I was so horrified at this story that I didn't even think to ask him what the ending was, if the man did 
step off the rock or if he was accused of killing him or just exactly what happened. But that's about all of 
the stories I know first hand about the outlaws. We do think that a lot of them came to the ranch and said 
they were cowboys and wanted a job, we do think that a lot of them were just hiding out and that was a 



good way to hide out was to get a job somewhere and pretend you were just an ordinary citizen. 


These men who had been coming to Island Park and wanting a job and then only staying only a week or 
1 0 days or something like that, we wondered why it was it all fell into the same pattern. That's about as 
long as they would stay, and then they would say they better move on or something, and they'd get up and 
go. Well, Dad finally caught on that they were just over there to avoid the sheriff and so he immediately 
got on his horse and came to town and alerted Billie Preece to what they were up to and there after when 
he knew that any of them had gotten into trouble in town like starting a fight in a saloon or something, 
and the sheriff would be after them, why the sheriff would send a man over to Island Park to see if they 
had come over there and the sheriff would go to Brown's Park by himself. However, I don't remember of 
ever hearing anyone say that they caught any of them over there. I think that they probably would be 
hiding out someplace— there were lots of places in Island Park where a man could get behind a rock and 
sit there a week and nobody would ever be able to locate him. So that's the way it went. 

When my eleven-year-old brother came in and he saw these beautiful spurs that Butch Cassidy was 
wearing, my brother had never seen anything so wonderful as that was. A beautiful little design in gold. 
Butch Cassidy said that this was Alaskan gold because there was so many different colors of gold in 
Alaska and I do remember seeing jewelry about that time where some of it was greenish-gold and some 
of it was kind of copperish-colored gold and several different shades and blends of gold that had all been 
made of nuggets that came from the Alaskan gold rush country. Of course Haws had never seen anything 
like those spurs, they were so beautiful with the designs and the sha nk of the spur, is that what you call 
the metal part that goes around the back of the heel? Well, Butch said that was silver. Well, it might have 
been, I don't know. But anyway, around the shank of the heel, there were flowers of these different 
shades of gold, the greenish-gold and the copperish-colored gold and so on. And there were little flower 
designs around that, and that was what took my brother's eye, he had just never seen anything so 
beautiful. Anyway, old Butch sat there and listened to the kid rave about them and ask questions and so 
on, and finally he said, "You're crazy about those spurs, aren't you kid?" Of course my brother admitted 
that he was, he had just never seen anything like it. So Butch very slowly and deliberately undid these 
spurs and when he got them both together in his hands, he tossed them across the floor and he said, "You 
have 'em, kid." Well, they were the, oh my brother was just beside himself with joy and delight, he 
couldn't imagine anyone giving away anything like that. So they were the pride of not only the boys, but 
they were the pride of the family and the pride of the neighborhood, everybody was talking about it. So 
one time, six months or a year after he had gotten these beautiful spurs from this man, there was a new 
girl came to town. And when my brother fell in love, he could fall in love the deepest and the quickest 



and the fartherest and the hardest of any boy you ever saw. Oh, he just went head over heels for this girl 
and he sold these beautiful spurs for $10 which would be like about $75 now. He sold the spurs for $10 
to take this girl out on the town and show her one grand time and it was the last date he ever had with her 
so we all felt that it wasn't worth what he sacrificed to show her a grand time. But they were beautiful 
spurs and we never saw them again. We haven't any idea where they went or what happened to them. 
But we were terribly upset about it, of course. 

We had a man at the ranch that everybody thought was not very bright and they made a lot of fun of him, 
he was the butt of all jokes and that kind of thing. But he could keep the garden weeded and he could 
keep the stables clean and things of that sort, so we kept him around. I know now that he was possibly 
smarter than any of us, but he couldn't talk so you could understand him. He just mumbled his words so 
terribly and he stuttered and so on and so forth, so everybody in those days, they were likely to think that 
if anyone was a little different than the average run-of-the-mill person, that they were an idiot. So that's 
the way they felt about him. He wanted to be a real cowboy, he didn't want to be just a man who cleaned 
the stables and kept the weeds out of the garden in the summertime and that kind of thing, he wanted to 
be a real cowboy where there was some romance and all that. So one time, Dad let him go down to 
McFarley Flats to see if any of our cattle had strayed that far. Every year Dad would send a man down 
there a couple of times during the summer, well, a couple of times during the year, I suppose, to see if any 
of our cattle had strayed that far, and of course he was supposed to bring them back with him. This man 
was delighted because he wanted to be a cowboy, he didn't just want to be the stable-boy. So he left 
before daylight in the morning and he didn't get back until long after dark at night. When he came in, he 
was so thrilled and delighted with his trip and he had seen so many wonderful things and done so many 
wonderful things. When he got down to McFarley Flats he had seen these strange rocks that looked like 
one of them was 10 feet long and it looked like the side -bone of an animal but it was hard rock, it wasn't 
an animal bone, it was a rock. He just couldn't understand it. Of course before that we had just thought 
he was crazy. After that, we knew he was— "Oh, ha ha." All the smart people knew what an idiot he was. 
When Mr. Douglas came down and was hunting dinosaur indications around over the country, when he 
got to McFarley Flats, McFarley Flats was literally strewn with dinosaur bones just as this man had 
described them. I might also say just as all the other smart cowboys of the ranch had overlooked them. 
So I can't help but think that he possibly was the very first man to find the skeletons of the dinosaurs at 
McFarley Flats. I have no way of proving it, but I know that I was a very, very small child on the ranch 
when this happened. When this man did go to McFarley Flats and come back all enthusiastic and 
brimming over with information and wonderful things that he had seen, and he described all these 
dinosaur bones. I'm only very sorry that he didn't live long enough that I could put my arms around him 



and tell him how smart he was and how stupid the rest of us were about these dinosaur bones. 


About that time, the Spanish/ American War broke out. Of course, we were very enthusiastic about war in 
those days. We could lick the world with one hand tied behind us, and all that sort of thing. My brothers 
were both too young to go but because they were big, they thought they could go. They thought they 
could make it in and pretend to be old enough. Well, Dad told them that they would be sent home if they 
went. Sure enough, when they went down to register, the man looked up their, well, he remembered 
about when they were bom because he had a son that was about the same age. He knew dam well that 
both of them were too young to go so that was it, they were just sent home. They were just so ashamed of 
themselves, they didn't know what to do. Let's see, '82, '92, my oldest brother was about 15 at that time 
and the other one was younger, maybe not quite that old. Never the less, there was great enthusiasm 
about it, everybody in town, we were holding meetings and parties and everything of that sort and talking 
about the Spanish/ American War, but it didn't last very long. It was over before we knew it, almost. 

We didn't have four years of high school in Vernal. The congregational school had two years of high 
school and the Mormon Academy had two years of high school, but there was no third or fourth year of 
high school in Vernal. So we had to go away to get the last two years of high school. This first year that I 
was in Hungred Academy, I met this young man, Pierce O'Brinton, and oh I thought he was so handsome. 
He had great big heavenly brown eyes and he had black curly hair and he was very charming and he sort 
of liked me and I thought that was just too much good luck to be true. We did go together during the year, 
during the school year. Then my dad came out with a horse and wagon to take me back and there were 
two other Vernal people there. There was Ray Dillman was taking a law course at the University of Utah, 
and he came down, and his sister was in high school with me, his sister Isabelle, was in high school with 
me. So they went home with us too. So there was four of us, Dad and me and this brother and sister in 
the wagon. We had a perfectly lovely three or four days driving in with a team and wagon from Provo. 
Now we go that distance in a couple of hours. When I first saw Pierce, though, I just oh I thought he was 
so handsome and I thought he had the most beautiful eyes I had ever seen, he was quite experienced with 
what he could do with those beautiful eyes. He just could have had any girl in school. I was so delighted. 
Anyway, when we were all in the wagon and going along, of course we were all telling about our school 
year's experiences and Dad was so interested in everything. I got to telling about this Pierce O'Brinton 
and what a wonderful guy he was and then pretty soon Dad said that he had a very beautiful horse. We 
used to call them blue horses in those days. They were dapple gray, more or less, and some of them were 
quite dark in color, but of course they all got white when they were three or four years old they would be 
just as white as snow. Brinton was really a white horse most of his life, but at that time he was that color 



and he was a wonderful horse and he was very intelligent. When this Pierce O'Brinton was having dinner 
with the folks, or no, it was while they were having a drink out on the porch that Dad asked him what his 
name was. He said, "Pierce O'Brinton". Dad said, "The hell you say!" He got a hold of his arm and he 
took him over to the edge of the porch and pointed up in the pasture, and he said, "You see that old white 
horse up there?" Of course Brinton did, he said, "Well, his name is Pierce O'Brinton, too, isn't that 
strange?" They shook hands and had another drink and he stayed for dinner. So that was the end of 
Pierce O'Brinton. Brinton had the contract for building a new road up the mountain. That's how he 
happened to be there at that time. That's how he happened to come there at that time. When he heard that 
the Ruples lived on Brush Creek, he went down to see if, and oh yes, when he first met Dad, he said, "Are 
you relation to Pierce O'Brinton?" He said his name was Brinton. He said are you any relation to Pierce 
O'Brinton? The guy said yes, then he said, you see that old white horse up there in the pasture, well, his 
name is Pierce O'Brinton, too. 

When we went out to school, we for no reason that I know of now, for quite a while we took a horse 
drawn stage as far as Dragon. Then from Dragon we went over the mountain on the little small gauge 
railroad track. We got to Grand Junction about 6:00 at night. This guy that had been talking to us while 
we were on the bus or stage or whatever you want to call it, took us out to dinner and there was an 
attorney from Vernal that we all knew, and he went with us and we had quite a lot of fun during the meal 
and all that. After the dinner was over, we had hours and hours to wait before the train came by that 
would take us to Salt Lake. I can't understand why in the world it was that we happened to have to go so 
far out of our way to get to Salt Lake, but that's the way it was for just a little while anyway. We 
happened to be caught in a mess. Well, this man said, "I want to go for a big fast walk." This was after 
the dinner and he said to me, "Would you go with me?" I said I would and we asked the other two and 
they thought they'd just go back to the depot and wait until the train got there. So we went for a long 
walk, we walked all over town. We just walked every place. We got back and about that time the train 
came and there was only one berth available. We had planned on having a berth, but there was only one 
available. This attorney had a serious case the next day and he said he had to get his rest. So he asked us 
if he could have the, we had the tickets to the berth and he didn't so we let him have that and we sat up in 
the car all night. This government man who was out here in the interest of looking after any land that 
might belong to the government, or that the government might have, he was very nice. The next morning 
he took us in to breakfast. The next morning we were on the train and they had a diner, and he took us in 
to breakfast and we had a nice conversation. The lawyer slept late and when we got to Salt Lake, he gave 
us all kinds of instructions about how to get up to the University. He called a taxi for us and we went on 
up. And while we were in the taxi, Beatrice said he was kind of a nice guy, wasn't he. And I said yeah, 



but we are going to college, we're not interested in people like that. I said, "Why he must be 30 years 
old." That was an old man as far as we were concerned. We decided we just wouldn't ever see him again, 
although he told us where he worked and gave us his telephone number and that sort of thing. The next 
day I had to go down and pay these fellows before they would bring, we thought they would bring the 
trunks up and we would pay them up there, but it seemed like they had to have money in advance. So I 
got on the streetcar and went down and 1 had to get off at Main Street and change streetcars to go down to 
the depot to see about our trunks. Well, who should be standing right there, except this guy. So he went 
with me and he took care of the trunks and gave the man the address that I had and that's how he 
happened to get our address, know where we were living was because he was there to indicate where the 
trunks were. So he put me back on the streetcar that would take me back up to the university, and he said, 
"I want you girls to come and have dinner with me sometime." Well, dinner out, dinner in a restaurant 
was quite a thing. But dinner in a restaurant when we couldn't have afforded more than about 10 cents for 
a dinner, was something else again. Of course we joyously accepted his invitations to dinner. Then he 
used to take us, he saw to it that we saw all the better plays and we got to hear the best musicians that 
came to town and things of that sort because he took us. We thought that that was just awfully nice. 
Darned if 1 didn't marry the guy the next summer. I was quite surprised. I hadn't intended to. But the 
more we saw of him, the better we liked him and he was real nice to us and he appreciated the fact that 
we were getting along on 10 cents a day, almost. So every Saturday night, he used to take us both out and 
we would go some nice place for dinner and Beatrice and I would just stuff our faces hill. We would try 
to eat enough to last us the whole week. It was very special. Oh, yes, at Christmas time, he took us to 
some kind of a Christmas play. He got box tickets for us. In the theater, they don't have those seats 
anymore, but they used have what they called box seats. Then you were right up where everybody knew, 
where the audience could see. The next day in college, we heard about from everybody around that we 
were sitting in the box seats in the theater which was quite something. There was a lot about him that was 
just real wonderful. After we were married, I think it was possibly a year from the time that we first met 
this man, he and I had married and there was a lot of interest in these dinosaur, well I won't say dinosaur 
bones yet, because we didn't call them dinosaur bones, we didn't know what they were. We had never 
heard of the word "dinosaur" or anything of that sort. But my husband was sent out to look at these bones 
that Mr. Douglas had brought in and was uncovering; and because so many people had tried to put a 
homestead on one certain place out here, they sent the government out to see what there was about that 
place that was attracting so many people. Come to find out, when people had found out about this 
dinosaur business, everybody was trying to take up that piece of land right quick thinking it might be 
valuable. Well, he right quickly sent in a report to Washington D.C. advocating that they make a national 
monument of it because it was something very special and very different. 



